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de Ligne, whose life had been so brilliant and who still wore with elegance his field-marshal's uniform. He was present at all the entertainments, and, wishing still to play his old r81e of arbiter of manners and good taste, he was naively astonished that he produced less effect on women than he had done fifty or sixty years before. " My time is over, my world is dead," he would say with gentle melancholy. "But after all, what merit is there in youth that people should lavish such favors on it? ... It is disgusting to see what a brigandage of success it has in society."
The old man consoled himself by playing soldiers with the little Napoleon. It was he who said, " Honors, ribbons, glory itself, do they give as much pleasure as the first doll, the first sailor-suit? The child eats four times a day; the hero often cannot even take his supper." The first time he saw the little Prince he was thus announced: " Monseigneur, here is the Marshal Prince de Ligne." "Is he a marshal?" asked the child. "Yes, Monseigneur." "Is he one of those who deserted my father?"
One day when he had been much impressed by the military parade at the funeral of General Belmotte, the child gave his old friend an enthusiastic account of the pleasure he felt at the sight of so many fine troops. " I will give you a greater satisfaction than that before long," answered Prince de Ligne; " the funeral of a field-marshal is the most magnificent thing of the sort that can be." The old man kept